I am still in great distress. For a year I have received
nothing from the Pope, and I do not ask him, because it
does not seem to me that my work is advancing sufficiently
to deserve remuneration. The job is too difficult and,
besides, that is not my profession. I am wasting my time
in vain. God help me.

MICHAEL ANGELO to his father, 1509

Michael Angelo, through being forced, while painting
[the Sistine Chapel], to keep his eyes continually raised to
the vault, could see little when he looked downwards ; so
that if he had to read a letter or other minute matters, he
was constrained to hold it raised above his head. Never-
theless little by little thenceforward he ventured to read
once more looking down. From which we may judge what
attention and assiduity he brought to his labours.

CONDI VI (from Vita di Michelagnolo)

This strain has given me a goitre, such as cats get from
the water in Lombardy or wherever they happen'to be.
My belly has stuck perforce under my chin, my beard
points to heaven, my head is bent backwards against my
hunched shoulders, my chest is curved like a harp, and
my paint-brush keeps dripping a thick coating of paint
on my face. My loins are forced up into my paunch and,
to balance this, my bottom sticks out like a horse's hind-
quarters. My feet grope vainly, since my eyes cannot guide
them. Through my bending backwards, my skin is
stretched in front and pleated behind. I am bent like a
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